TWO SYMPHONIES

. . . That's where Jacques is going. Tell me, is he really
starting to-morrow?"

"He is to start to-morrow. Did he tell you so?"

"He didn't tell me so, but I guessed it. Will he be long
away?"

"A month.... Gertrude, I want to ask you something.
Why didn't you tell me that he used to meet you in the
church?"

"He came twice* Oh, I don't want to hide anything
from you; but I was afraid of making you unhappy."

"It would make me unhappy if you didn't tell me/*

Her hand sought mine*

"He was sad at leaving."

"Tell me, Gertrude ... did he say he loved you?"

"He didn't say so, but I can feel it without being told.
He doesn't love me as much as you do."

"And you, Gertrude, does it make you unhappy that
he should go away?"

"I think it is better he should go. I couldn't respond."

"But tell me, does it make you unhappy that he should
go?"

"You know, pastor, that it's you I love. . . . Oh, why
do you take your hand away? I shouldn't speak so, if
you weren't married. But no one marries a blind girl.
Then why shouldn't we love one another? Tell me,
pastor, do you think there's anything wrong in it?"

"It's never in love that the wrong lies."

"I feel there is nothing but good in my heart. I don't
want to make Jacques suffer. I don't want to make any-
one suffer ... I only want to give happiness."

"Jacques was thinking of asking you to marry him."

**Will you let me speak to him before he goes? I
should like to make him understand that he must give up
loving me. Pastor, you understand, don't you, that I